Lulu was concentrating on avoiding the puddles.

It was essential that during the funeral Sylvaine should pretend to
weep at least as much as Fernande. She had not to play her part before
a large audience; only five people followed the white-covered hearse..
Small though the procession was, it still seemed too large. Surely it was
excessive to have put a horse to the trouble of drawing so tiny a coffin,
and a priest to pray for mercy on such innocence.

"And it would have to be the one who was given my Christian
name/3 thought Fernande.

She would have liked to take the wooden coffin under her arm and
go and bury it all alone at the foot of some wall.

The ceremony in the church was hurried through in a quarter of an
hour. The cemetery was close at hand and the narrow grave, freshly
dug, had walls of sweating clay.

There was a gust of wind, and Lulu carefully crossed his scarf over
his chest.

As they came out of the cemetery Sylvaine whispered to Fernande:
"Take me back to the car. Look as if you were consoling me."

And Fernande, docile as always, genuinely sobbing, walked beside
Sylvaine as if she were supporting her. Then, with lowered head, she
went back to her taxi. Seeing her collapse on the seat, Sylvaine thought:
CCI really am being a bit of a bitch. But that's what life's like; it can't
be helped!"

The huge hired car took the Paris road. Lulu sat upright in his
corner and gazed out of the window, his face cold and expressionless.
This blow of fate did not exactly pain him, it offended him.

Finding herself gently .bumping in the other corner of the seat, in
the same position, on the same road, with beneath her hand the same
beige-coloured upholstery on the arm-rest, and before her eyes the same
chauffeur's cap that she had known the previous summer when leaving
for Normandy, Sylvaine thought that a whole period of her life, the
Lulu period, was drawing to a close.

It was no longer enough to push Lulu little by little out of her life; it
was now a question of a clear, precise, effectual break.

Now she wanted to be alone in a similar motor-car, or at least with
a companion whose presence made her happy. She no longer wanted
morning calls and negative satisfactions; she wanted her new lover to
spend the whole night with her,

As she dabbed at her nose for decency's sake, she turned to look at
the mute profile beside her with its large, cloudy, protuberant eye.

"It's been nearly two years and a half; he's got nothing to complain
about," she thought.

Though she had decided to break things off, she still had to make
it clear to her partner.

Sylvaine did not feel brave enough to embark on spoken explanations.
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